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Interested in making a closer inspection, I scrambled up
the rocky path leading to a battered, metal-studded door of
heavy timber opening into an untidy courtyard. A dis-
reputable ruffian in what had once been a livery of sorts
barred my entrance by excited gesticulations and a flood of
incomprehensible speech. He was presumably using one of
the two or three hundred dialects of India, but as he inter-
larded it with the Urdu word for " Wait". I did so. He
watched me anxiously for some seconds and then vanished
through the doorway, to reappear almost immediately
accompanied by a lean, elderly Indian who enquired in
English as to what my business might be.
When I explained that I had detoured from the main
road to have a closer look at the ruins, an expression of
pain crossed his face. " This is not a ruin," he chided.
" It is the palace of His Excellency the Rajah."
" You mean it's inhabited ? " I gasped incredulously.
" Certainly," he replied equably, " and as His Excellency
is in residence, it would be out of the question for you to
enter except by his invitation."
A bellow from within the walls interrupted him. He
bowed stiffly and vanished.
Intrigued, I waited to see what .the next move would be.
After a short interval my interlocutor appeared at the half-
open door and motioned me to advance. " His Excellency
invites you to tea," he announced, and stood aside to permit
me to enter.
The palace stood revealed in all its glory as I passed into
the open space enclosed by the stone walls of the old fort.
It consisted of a series of whitewashed, lean-to erections
built against the original structure. All were exactly alike
save that through the open door of one could be seen the
shadowy shapes of humped Indian cattle.
His Excellency the Rajah overflowed a chair planted in
the midst of the confusion of livestock, broken-down
bullock carts, battered barrels, and rusty kerosene cans